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was twelve years old I had five different stepmothers. I've never
understood my father. All I know is that I despise him. In my boy-
hood, as I was shifted from one household to another, carried here,
carried there, by his amorous peregrinations, I used to put myself
to sleep by imagining new methods of torturing him to death.
My mother allowed my father custody rights because in those
days in Europe a divorced woman of her class found it difficult to
marry a second time and virtually impossible if she were burdened
with a child. I never blamed my mother for giving me away, al-
though long before I became a political refugee I knew what it
meant to be lost and adrift. I was obliged to adapt to one step-
mother after another—none was as harsh and unkind to me as my
father—and very early I had to learn to accustom myself to hide-
ous quarrels. My quarrels with Jenny are ugly, God knows, but the
quarrels of my childhood were worse.
There was something pathologically askew in my father. I was
the only child of his many marriages; yet he had no affection for
me. My scholarship was always high, but never high enough to suit
him. He delighted in calling me stupid. On two occasions when he
abandoned a wife, he abandoned me with that wife. The humilia-
tion, the fear, the lack of security was, I believe, harder on me than
the ever-present threat of war that hung over the whole of my
youth.
My father's conduct combined with my upbringing made me wary
of women. Frankly, as a young man, I thought of sex as a commod-
ity to be bought and paid for. As a young man I didn't dream of a
wife and family. I didn't want to bring children into a world as
troubled as the world I knew. I shrank from the idea of any per-
manent entanglement,
As a girl Jenny was amusing and original; she was the only per-
son in the wretched, flea-ridden town where she was reared who
Wis capable of speaking the king's English. Also she knew the
whole world wasn't contained in the county where she was born.
Jemy now declares all twelve years of our marriage were a pro-
longed Htisery. It isn't true. I was a good husband to her and I am

